254            HEARTSEASE AND- RUE

Too pressed to wait, upon her slate
Fame writes a name or two in doubt;
Scarce written, these no longer please,
And her own finger rubs them out:
It may ensue, fair girl, that you
Years hence this yellowing leaf may see,
And put to task, your memory ask
In vain, " This Lowell, who was he ? "

AT THE COMMENCEMENT DINNER,  1866

IN ACKNOWLEDGING A TOAST  TO  THE  SMITH PROFESSOR

I EISE, Mr. Chairman, as both of us know,

With the impromptu I promised you three weeks

ago,
Dragged up to my doom by your might and my

mane,

To do what I vowed I *d do never again ;
And I feel Hke your good honest dough when pos-

sest

By a stirring, impertinent devil of yeast.
" You must rise,"  says  the leaven.    " I  can't,'9

says the dough;
" Just examine my bumps, and you '11 see it 's no

go."
" But you must," the tormentor insists, " 't is all

right;
You must rise when I bid you, and, \$iat 's more,

be light."